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The mfl lament able Tragedy 
iVi. Thou fond madrnaft,feeareme alkplefpeaki. 

Rom. O thou Wile (peake againe of baniftiment. 

Fri. He give thee armour to keepe eft' that word, 
Adverfities fweet milke, Philofophy, 

To comfort thee though thou art banifhed. 

Rom. Yet 

ncar-Simthiisbel 

Unlefle Philofophy yrn i f ^ 

Difplant a towne, reverfe a Princes doome. 

It helpes not,it|®evaiieS not, i»Ojttore. 

Fri. O theni^ltbatisad cares* ; -o jlaiii J r .- 

Rom. How fliould t^swhfo;wwfeiftQQhavejnoeyeir:' 

Fri. Let medifptfteiwithtihee Of tbyeft&e. 2nd' H'mjj : 
'Rom. Thou canft notJpeakejof thatthou do’ft not feele,. 
Wert thou as young zsfl, Juliet thy lovc> 

An houre but married » TJmnlP murdered* -h •^v.- v> *.nvii /: 
Doting like, me, and lflceafie.baiaiifeedi i\ : 

Then mightft thou Ipeafee^ 

Then mightft thou teareth-yhaire, ■ 

And fall upon the ground a$ I doenow. 

Taking the meafure of an unmadegrave* , A n : : 

N’nrfehttobkj'S. ' Hlo ■ vv c b nO 
Fri. Arife, one knockes,good Romeo hide thyfelfe. 

Rom. Not I, unlefle the breach of heart-ficke grones 
Milt* like infold me from thefearch of eyes. 

Knock*. . 1 n-jf b >/S \ ft , ~n; • i ciT 

Fri. i forke how they kjnocke (who’s there i) Romeo arife, 
Thou wik be taken (flay a while) ftand up. 

Knocke againe. ! . n i 

Run to my fludy (by and by) Gods will, 
Whatflmplenefleisthis:itome,Icome. : oqc;:: : 

Knocke. 

Who knockes fo hard ? whence come you ? what’s your will ? 

Enter Mur fe . 

Nw. Let me come in, and you lliall know my errand: 

I come from Lady Juliet. 

JV*. Welcome then.; ,-j hn -hi y }■■ \~n 
Nttr. O holy Frier, O tell me holy Frier, 

Where’s 



of Romeo and Juliet. 

Where's my Ladies Lord ? where's Romeo ? 

■p r i There on the ground, 

With his owne teares made drunk* 

Knr O.heiseveninmyMiftreflecale, 

Tuft in her cafe : O wofoll fimpathy / 

Piteous predicament/ even fo lyes £he, 

Blubbring and weeping, weeping and blubbring : 
trand up, ftand up, ftand and you be a man, 

For Juliets fake, for her fake rife and ftand : 
why Ihould you fall into fo deepe an O ? 

%».Nurfe. 

Nhk. Ahfir,ah fir,death is the end of all. 

Rom. Spak’ft thou ok Juliet ? how ift with her ? 

Doth (he not thinke me an old murtherer. 

Now I have ftain’d the child-head of our joy. 

With blood remov’d but lictJe from her owne ? 

Where is (be ? and how doth fhe ? and what fayes 
My conceal’d Lady to our canceld love ? 

Nur. Oh, Ihe fayes nothing fir, but weeps and weepes, 

And now falls on her bed, and then ftartsup. 

And Tibalt calls, and then on Romeo cries, 

And then downe falls againe. 

Rom. As if that name (hot from the deadly levellofagun, 

Did murtherher, as that names curled hand 
Murdred herkinfman. Oh tell me Frier, tell me, 

In what vile part of this Anatomy 
Doth my name lodge ? tell me, that I may iacke 
The hatefull manfion. * 

fn. Hold thy delperate hand. 

Art thou a man ? thy forme cries out thou art. 

Thy teares are womanilh ,thy wiide adts denote 
Theunreafonable fury of a beaft. 

Unfeejnely woman in a feeming man, 

Anaillbefeeming beaft iniceming both. 

Thou haft amaz’d me : By my holy Order 
I thought thy dilpofition better temper’d, 
aft thou Oaine Tibalt ? wilt thou flay thy lelfe ? 
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